308          THE BAGHDAD AIR MAIL

The next day the squadron commander had to go
off on a long desert reconnaissance. My work was
completed before he returned, so I did not see him
before I left, nor was I able to thank him personally
for the pleasant time I had had. I left a note thanking
him for his kindness.

I started on the return journey with Farnan at 8 a.m.
The heavy luggage, such as valises and suit-cases,
was strapped on to special carriers underneath the
planes. The fuselage of the D.H,9a is not large enough
to take the luggage inside. The wind was behind us
and it was splendid weather. I asked Farnan to land
at Diwanija on the way back, for I wished to have a
look at the larfding ground. He accordingly did so.
It was a very fair lakding ground, although somewhat
narrow. There is a ro$d running along one side of it,
which is slightly raised Vbove the level of the ground^
and which has accounted for more than one wrecked
undercarriage. The small town is about a quarter of
a mile from the southern end, and at the northern end
is a little mosque with a blue dome, which looks like
a jewel. The river line is marked by a dark green belt
of palms. We had a quick walk round and then took off
again.

We proceeded northwards on our way, and had
flown for about half an hour, which brought us almost
level with Hillah and perhaps 12 miles to the east of
it, when without any warning the engine spluttered and
then stopped. We were at the moment flying over a
foul bit of country, the worst area of the whole trip
from the point of view of forced landing; all cultiva-
tion and dykes and bunds and ditches. I did not want*
to worry Farnan, and I'felt sure that he would do his